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Yet, by mine honor, I will deale in this. 
As fecretly and luftlie, as your foulc 
Should with your bodie. 

Leon. Being that I flow in greefe, 
The fmalleft twine may lead me. 

Frier. Tis well <?onfcntcd,prefently away. 
For to ftrangc foies^rangely ihey ftrainc the cure, 
Come Lady,die to liue,this wedding day 
Perhaps is but prolong'd,haue patience & endure. Exit. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice fane you wept all this whiles 

Beat. Yea,and I will wcepe a while longer. 

Bene . I will not defiic that. 

Beat. You haue no rcafon, I doc it freely. 

Bene. Surelie I do belecue your fair cofin is wronged. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deferue of mee 
that would right her ! 

Bene* Is there any way to fhew fuch friend&ip? 

Beat. A terie eucn way, but no fuch friend* 

Bene. May a man doe it i 

Beat. It is a mans officc,but not yours, 

'Bene. I doe loue nothing in the world fo well as you, 
is not that ftrangc* 

'Beat. Asftrangeas the thing I know not f it were as 
poffible for me to iay,I loucd nothing fo well as you,but 
beleeuc me not, and yet I lie not,I confeffe nothing, nor 
\ I deny nothing, I am lorry for my coufin. 

Bene, By my fword Beatrice thou lou'ft mc* 

Beat. Dfccnotfweareby it and eat it. 

Bene. I will fweare by it that you loue mee^and I will 
make him eat it that fayes I loue not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word/ 

Bene. With no fawce that can be deuifed to it, I pro- 
teftlloucthee. 

Beat. Why then God forgiuc me. 

Bene. What offence fweet Beatrice i 

Beat. You haue flayed me in a happy howre,I was a- 
bout to proteft I loued you. 

'Bene. And doc it with all thy heart. 

'Beat. I loue you with fo much of my heart,that none 
is left to proteft* 

Bened. Come, bid me doe any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha,not for the wide world. 

'Beat. You kill me to denie, farewclh 

Bene. Tatrie fweet "Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, though I am hecrc, there is no loue 
in you, nay I pray you let me goc» 

Bene. Beatrice. 

Beat. InfaithI will goc. 

Bene. Wee'll be friends firft . 

'Beat. You dare cafier be friends with mee, than fight 
with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudia thine encmie ? 

Beat. Is a not approued in the height a villaine, that 
hath flandered,fcorned,difhonourcd my kinfwoman ? O 
that I w£re a man ! what , bcarc her in hand vntill they 
come to take hands, and then with publike accufation 
vncouered flander,vnmittigatcd rancour ? O God that I 
were a man 1 1 would eat his heart in the market-place* 

Bene. Heare me Beatrice. 

Beat. Talke with a man out at a window, a proper 
faying. 

Bent* Nay but Beatrice. 

'Beat . Sweet Hero, fhe is wrong'd, (bee is flandcrcd, 
fticisvndone. 
Bene. Beat? 
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monie,a goodly Count, Comfea, a fweet Gallant 
lie , O that I were a man for his fake « or that I had 
friend would be a man for my fake/But manhood is J? 
ted into curfies, valour into complement, and men, 
onehe turned into tongue,and trim ones too : he is n 
as valiant as Hercules y thzt only tells a lic,and fwear? 
I cannot be a man with wiftiing,thcrforc I will die a t£ 
man with gricuing. 0 * 
'Bene. Tarry good 'Beatrice^ this^hand I loue thee 
Beat. Vfe it for my loue fomc other way then fw/, 
ring by it. C3 ' 
Bened. Thinke you in your foule the Count fW 
hath wrong'd Hero} m * 
Beat. Yea, as fure as I haue a thought,or a foulc 
Bene. Enough,! am engagdej will challenge him I 
will kifle your hand,and fo leaue you : by this hand CUn. 
dio (hall render me a decre account : as you heare of mc" 
fo thinke of me : goc comfort your coofin,I muft fay flj 
is dead, and fo farewell. 7 

Enter the Conftables, Borachn % and the Towne Clerk* 
in gownes. 

Keeper. Is our whole diffembly appeard i 
Cowley. O a ftoole and a cufhion for the Sexton, 
Sexton. Which be the malefa&orsf 
Andrew. Marry that am I, and my partner. 
Cowley. Nay that's certaine, wee haue the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be ex. 
amined, let them come before mafter Conftable. 

Kemp. Yea marry,let them come before ifcce,what is 
your name, friend? 

Bor. Borachio. 

Kern. Pray write downe Ttorachio. Yours firra. 
Con. lama Gentleman fir,and my name is Conruk 
Kee. Write downe Mafter gentleman Conrader. mai- 
fters,doeyou ferueGod : maifters>it isproucd alreadic 
that you are little better than falfc knaucs,and it will goc 
neerc to be thought fo lbortly,how anfwer you for your 
felucs ? 

Con. Marry fir, we fay wearenonc. 

Kemp. A marucilous witty fellow I allure you , butl 
will goe about with fciim : come you hither firra, a word 
in your eare fir , I fay to you , it is thought you arc falfc 
knanes. 

Bor. Sir,I fay to you,we are none. 

Kemp. Well, ftand afidc, 'fore God they are both in 
a tale 2 haue you writ downe that they are none ? 

Sext. Mafter Conftable, you goe not the way to ex- 
amine, you muft call forth the watch that arc their ac- 
cufers. 

Kemp. Yea marry, that's the cfteft way,let the watch 
come forth : mafters,I charge you in the Princes name, 
accufc thefe men. 

Watch 1. This man faid fir, that Don Iobn the Princes 
brother was a villaine. 

Kemp. Write down,Prince John a villaine: why this 
is flat pcriuric,to call a Princes brother villaine. 

Bora. Mafter Conftable. 

Kemp. Pray thee fellow peace, I do not like thylookc 
Ipromifethee. 

Sexton. What heard you him fay clfe? 

Watch t. Mary that he had recciued a thoufand Du- 
kate$of2)w/^ f foraccufingthe Lady Hero wrong- 
full y^ 
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-^pciaiBilrglarie as ener was committed. 
Mj. y C abyth;maflcthatiti S . 
• c Lm What elfe fellow ? 
JrTcb 1 . And chat Count Claud* did meane vpon his 
*£ t0 difgracc Hero before the whole affembly, and 

aOt T0l O villaine!thou wilt be condemn'd into eacr- 
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Sexton. 


Witch. This is all. 
VLn And this is more mailers then you can deny , 
«/^i^hismorning fecretly ftolneaway : Hero 
Lt in this manner accus'd , in this very manner refus d, 
Svpon the gricfe of this fodainely died : Mafter Con- 
Sable let chefe men be bound, and brought to Leonato , 
I will goc beforcand fhe w him their examination. 
Conk. Come,let them bcopinion'd. 
Sex. Let them be in the hands of Coxcombe. 
Kern- Gods my hfe,where's the SextonPlet him write 
downe the Princes Officer Coxcombe : come,binde them 
thou naughty varlet. 

Cower. Away, you are an afle, you are an alle. 
fawn DoA thou not fufpedl my place? dott thou not 
fufpeamyyeeres ? O that hee were hcerc to write mee 
downe an afle ! but mafters,remembcr that I am an afle : 
though it be not written down, yet forget not f I am an 
afTe:No thou villained art full of piety as fhall be prou'd 
vpon thee by good witneffe, lam a wife fellow, and 
which is more,an ofticer,and which is more,a houfhoul- 
der,and which is more,as pretty a peecc of flefli as any in 
Mcflina, and one that knowes the Law,goc to, & a rich 
fellow enough,goe to, and a fellow th'-t hath had lofles , 
and one that hath two gownes, and euery thing hand- 
fome about him: bring him away.O that I hod been writ 
downe an alTe/ % xtt } 


Enter Leonato and his brother. 

Brother. If you goe on thus,you will kill your feife, 
And 'tis not wiledome thus to fecond gricfe, 
Againftyourfelfe. 

Leon. I pray thee ceafe thy counfaile, 
Which falls into mine earcs as profitleffe, 
As water in a fiue ; giue not me counfaile, 
Nor let no comfort delight mine eare, 
Butfuch a one whole wrongs doth fute with mine. 
Bring me a father that fo lou'd his childe, 
Whofe ioy of her is ouer-whelmcd like mine, 
And bid him fpeake of patience, 
Mcafurc his woe the length and bredth of mine, 
And let it anfwerc euery ftrainc for ftraine , 
As thus for thus, and fuch a griefe for fuch , 
In euery lineament,branch,i1iape,and forme $ 
Iffuch a one will fmile and ftroke his beard, 
And forrow,wagge, crie hem,whcn he ftiould grone, 
Patch griefe withprouerbs, make misfortune drunkc, 
With candle- waftcrs : bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience : 
But there is no fijeh man, for brother, men 
Cancounfaile,and fpeake comfort to that griefe, 
Which they themfelues not feele, but tafting it, 
Their counfaile turnes to paffion,which befdce f 


Would giue preccptiall medicine to rage, 
Fetter ftrong madneffe in a filken thred , 
Charmeachc with ay re, and agony with words, 
No,nOj 'tis all mens office, to fpeake patience 
To thofe that wring vnder the load of forrow : 
But no mans vertue nor fufficiencie 
To be fo morall, when he fhall endure 
The like himfelfe : therefore giue me no counfaile, 
My griefs cry lowder then aduertifement. 

Broth. Therein do men from children nothing differ, 

Leonato. I pray thee peace, J will be flefh and bloud , 
For there was neuer yet Fhilofophcr , 
That could endure the tooth-ake patiently, 
How euer they haue writ the ftile of gods, 
And made a pufti at chance and fuffcrance. 

Brother. Yet bend not all the harme vpon your felfe, 
Make thofe that doe offend you, fuffer too. 

Leon. There thou fpeak'ft reafon,nay I will doe fo, 
My foulc doth tell me, Hero is belied , 
And that (hall flaudio know,(b fhall the Prince, 
And all of them that thus difhonour her. 

Enter Vrince and Clattdio. 

Brot. Here comes the Prince and Claudio haflily. 

Prin. Good den,good den. 

Clau. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Heare you my Lords? 

Prin. We haue fome hafte Leonato. 

Leo. Some hafte my Lord! wel,fareyouwel my Lord, 
Are you fo hafty now ? weil,all is one. 

Prin. Nay,do not quarrel! with vs,good old man. 

Brot. If he could rite himfelfe with quarrelling, 
Some of vs would lie low. 

Claud. Who wrongs him ? 

Leon. Marry x j doft wrong me,thou dilTeniblcr 3 thou: 
Nay, neuer lay thy hand vpon thy fword, 
I fearc thee not. 

CUud. Marry hefiirew my hand, 
If it foould giue your age fuch caufe of feare, 
Infaithmy hmd meant nothing to my fword. 

Leonato. Tufh,tufh 3 'i.an, neuer fleete and ieft r?t me, 
I fpeake not like a dotard, nor a foolc , 
As vnder priuiledge of age to bragge , 
What I haue done being yong^r what would doej 
Were I not old, know Claudio to thy head , 
Thou haft fo wrong'd my innocent childe and me, 
That 1 amfore'd to lay my rcuerence by, 
And w.th grey haires and bruifeofmany daies, 
Doe challenge thee to triall of a man, 
I fay thou haft belied mine innocent childe. 
Thy flanderbath gone through and through her heart, 
And fhe lies buried with her anceftors : 
O in a tombe where neuer fcandall flept, 
Saue this of hers, franfd by thy villanie. 

Claud. My villany ? 

Leonato. Thine Claudio, thine I fay, 

Prin. You fay riot right old man. 

Leon. My Lord, my Lord, 
He proue it on his body if he dare , 
Defpight his nice fence, and his aftiue praflife, 
His Maie of youth, and bloome of laftihood. 

Claud. Away, I will not haue to do with you, 

Leo. Canft thou fo daffe me?thou haft kild my child, 
If thou kilft me,boy ,thou (halt kilh* man • 

'Bro. He (hall kill two of vs, and men indeed, 
But that's no matter, let him kill one firft : 

Win 


